Sept. 12.]
A gallant Highlander.
something of his apprehensions of being detained by bad weather in going to Mull and lona. However I hoped well. We had a dish of tea at Dr. Macleod's, who had a pretty good house, where was his brother, a half-pay officer. His lady was a polite, agreeable woman. Dr. Johnson said, he was glad to see that he was so well married, for lie had an esteem for physicians'. The doctor accompanied us to Kingsbtirgh,which is called a mile farther; but the computation of Sky has no connection whatever with real distance5.
I was highly pleased to see Dr. Johnson safely arrived at Kingsburgh, and received by the hospitable Mr. Macdonald, who, with a most respectful attention, supported him into the house. Kingsburgh was completely the figure of a gallant Highlander,—exhibiting ' the graceful mien and manly looks3,'which our popular Scotch song has justly attributed to that character. He had his Tartan plaid thrown about him, a large blue bonnet with a knot of black ribband like a cockade, a brown short coat of a kind of cluffil, a Tartan waistcoast with gold buttons and gold button-holes, a bluish philibcg, and Tartan hose. He had jet black hair tied behind, and was a large stately man, with a steady sensible countenance.
There was a comfortable parlour with a good fire, and a dram went round. By and by supper was served, at which
* ' I believe every man has found in physicians great liberality and dignity of sentiment, very prompt effusion of beneficence, and willingness to exert a lucrative art where there is no hope of lucre.' Johnson's Works, vii. 402. See ante, iv. 304.
' Johnson says (ib. ix. 156) that when the military road was made through Glencroe, 'stones were placed to mark the distances, which the inhabitants have taken away, resolved, they said, " to have no new miles."'
3             'The lawland lads think they are fine,
But O they're vain and idly gawdy; How much unlike that graceful mien
And manly look of my highland laddie.'
From ' The Highland Laddie, written long since by Allan Ramsay,
and now sung at Ranelagh and all the other gardens; often fondly
encored, and sometimes ridiculously hissed.'    Gent. Mag. 1750, p. 325.
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